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aovai SHOW this message to your parents f t 

You'll never see a real outdoorsman 'y^^^ aim or shoot his rifle at anything but q | 'jle^ 



proper target .. .he handles his fire 



vith care end respect. Yotjr Daisy 



is made for fun shooting. It is not a lethal weapon but. . . like a knife, ' 
^^o^ or Quto it may cause damage if handled carelessly. So do nol 
windows, street lights, song- birds, 
otfier person . . . everl Remember, 



aim or ' shi 



pets, property or any 
:q re lessness causes acc- 



idenli to r 



tns of Americans every year in cors, homes,jji 



foctories. So ... if you ore coreless with ■ '^V^^^j^ 

your Daisy or abuse the privilege of owning one 

your parents, guordian or police have the right 

"-'^you^J^ should! 



to take it from 



shoo^ Qt 




DAISY MAHUFACTURIKG CO.. DEPT. 1231, PLTMOUTH. MICHIOAH, U. 1 
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END FOR IT TODAY 
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UJith_ 




HOWDV.PARDS *. 

rr'S MiSHTV GOOD TO BE RiDlMS MDUR WCV OMCE AGftiN AND X WAMT TO THANK . 
VOU PAiHDS FOR ALLTH06E eREAT LETTERS VOU'VE SEEN SEMDlNG TD /ME . Si-ACk JACK 
AMD T APPRECIfifTE THEM,' 

ON THE WAV OVER I WET BOB HAWNERS. HE'S LOOKING ORETTV WELL NOW, BUT 
IT TOOK A WARD LESSOW TO DC IT. VOLJ SEE, FBIENDSj SOB WA5 ONE OF THOSE FOOLISH 
CRITTERe WHO BEU6V£0 A BOOV COULD STAY STaOHO AND HEALTHV &V EATING ONiy 
F&MCY CAKES ANO COOKIES, CANDY aWD AN OCCASIONAL HOT DO©. WELL, RARTNESS, 
NQT THAT TH05E THINGS AREN'T FINS ---IN THEIR PLACE , 9UT AS A STEADY QISX THE/ 
JUST DON'T HOLD LIP- 
WHEN MEALTIME ARRIVED, SOS MANNERS WOULD JUST StClP THE MEAT AND 
VEOETftBLE& TD GET AT THE DESSERT, SURE. LOTS OF HANDS TOLD H/M THAT A BODV 
NEEDED GOOD, STRONG SOUPS AND MEATS, WILK, EGGS AND VEGETABLES, BUT BOB 
WAS JUST A THICK-HEADED SROOMTAIL . THEN IT HAPPENED. 

HE AMD FRANK DOODS WERE HIGH IN TME HILLS DURING A WEEK OF TERRIFIC 
CLOUOBURSTe. THE l?AIN WEAKENED THE GROUND AND THEY JUST ESCAPED 9E(NG 
CAUGHT IH A LANDSLIDE THAT LEFT THEM STRAWDED IN A WET CAVE ON EAGLE PASS. 
IT WAS QWS BEFORE TMEV COULD BE REACHED, \H THAT WEEK, S0& AND FRANK. HAD 
TO LIVE ON THESTHEWSTH THAT THEIR BOPIES HAD STORED FROM YEARS OF PROPER" 
NOURISHMENT. FRANK CAME THROUGH ALL RICSHT, BUT IN BOB'S CASE, THERE WAS 
NO STOREHOUSE OF STRENGTH . THE YEARS OF SKlPPIh*& THE GOOD FOOD FOR THE 
FAMCY DESSERTS CAUGHT UP TO BOB. HE GREW SO WEAK THAT WHEN RESCUERS 
FINALLY PEACHeD THE CAVE, HE HAD TO BE CARRIED DOWN. 

WEa, PARTNERS, SINCE THEN, BOB'S LEARNED THE NECESSITY OF SENSIBLE 
EATING AND THAT FANCY FOODS AND CANDY SNACKS ARE NO SUBSTfTUTE FOH STOeNGTH- 
eUlLDlNG, VlrftdftlN-FILLED MEAT, MiLK, POTATOES AND VE(3ETi^BLe&---NO MORE THAN A 
PLOW HORSE IS A SLlSSTITUTe FOR A FAST PINTO 
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COWARD'S COMEBACK 



f ^^LlTTed Barnes, i^rizzled by western wind 
^-T and weather, stood in the doorway of tiie 
office beneath tiie sign that read. Sheriff, and 
watched lijs son walk toward him. A mighty 
nice looking lad. Jed thought. So much like 
his mother, he was. The same soft blonde hair 
the open face, the light gray eyes, Jed's heart 
tightened in his chest, as it always did when 
he thought of Delia, dead now these many 
years. Larry had been only a tadpole when 
his mother died, a curious-minded yoimgster 
of six playing games before the cabin while 
inside . . . 

Jed pushed the melancholy thoughts away 
That was long ago. And he had promised 
Uella he would take good care of the boy 
make a man of him. a fine upstanding man.' 
The old man's lips clamped shut and little 
knots of muscle worked under the wrinkled 
skin. He had failed! Failed Delia, failed him- 
Keif, and failed his son. Just how. he didn't 
know. But he had. Larry was a coward 

Larry approached his Dad. On his vest, af 
on the Ider man's, was pinned a battered star. 
Larry s read: Deputy. 

"You hear anything new, son.'" Jed re- 
garded the boy with keen eyes, wondering 
hardly darmg to hope, that this time malteri 
would be different. And. at the same lime, ihc 
agonized thoughts that churned in his brain 
tried to find a way out for Larry— a way out 
of the danger that was soon to come, 

"The same story. Dad." Larry went into 
the office, look a rifle from a peg on the wall 
and began lo clean il with an oily rag. |ed 
followed him in. stood watching and listcnme 
as Larry told his story. 

"It's J he Maxwell ga.ig. all right." Larry 
•aid. They got a hide-oui in the hills out- ' 
»id€ of StavesviHe. Sheriff Holden over at 
Indian Gulch says he knows they're in there. 
*■■!( it ain't any use sending in a posse. Not 
that country. Too many buties. and liitle 
draws, places they can hole up and dry-gukh 
^ man. He says to tell you it's best to wait 
HI they come out to make a haul, and try to 
:et em then. He thinks they'll be heading this 
'ay when ihey do.'" 
Jed nodded: His eyes gazed out the grimy 
mdow. across and down tiie dusty street to 
le small brick building on the corner A sun- 
recked Sign atop the building read; BANK 



The older man nodded again, ""yep, I 
thought Holden would figure like thai. Truth 
is he don't want any doings with Bart Max- 
well or his brothers." 

Larry said. "Don't know as I blame him. 
Dad. They're killers, every one of 'em. Ain't 
anything in the oath says a peace officer has 
got to commit suicide." 

The Sheriff turned his bleak old eyes on 
his son. For a moment their glances locked 
and held, then the younger man looked away. 
, He shuffled to the door without, again looking 
at his father. "See you later, Dad. I got to get 
over to the livery barn and see about my roan." 

He was gone. Jed watched him go down the 
sun.parched street, out of sight, then went lo 
his desk and sat down. From the holster, tied 
with yellow thong low on his leg. he look his 
old single action Colt. For a long time he sat 
there, staring at the worn butt, the places on 
the barrel where the finish had flaked away. 
An old gun. and a good one. He had always 
intended that Larry should have it one day. 
when he cashed in his chips for good. Now 
he -wasn't so sure. He didn't want a coward 
to have that gun— not even his own son! 

Reluctantly, forcing his mind, he recalled 
all the long history of the boy's weakness. 
The time they had been after the renegade 
Apaches, burning and killing across the coun- 
tryside, and Larry had disappeared just before 
th fight, only to turn up later with a story 
of losing his way. The time they'd cornered 
that road agent up near Nogales, in a deadly 
gun duel, and Larry had again turned up 
missing. There were many other incidents— too 
many for the thing to be a mistake, an acci- 
dent. No. his son was a coward, sure enough. 
A lump grew in the old man's throat and his 
«yes fell hot and swollen. Where had he failed? 
Where, in a life dedicated to upholding the* 
law. to making the West fit for decent folk 
10 live in. had he failed hit own flesh and 
blood? Then, with the suddenly strong pur- 
pose of a man of action, of resource, h* forgot 
the thing. There was other work to do Im- 
portant work. The Maxwell gang had to be 
rounded up. It was his job. and to do it he 
must lay a trap. 

A week later all was in readiness. Word 
had been deliberately circulated that in the 
bank, lying in the pitifully vulnerable vault 
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wy^ a hoai-d of gold specie. Twenty thousand 
dollars! To make the bait more inviting, and 
10 conceal the smell of a Lrap, Jed actually 
sent for a thousand in gold from another bank, 
and scattered it in top layers in the specie 
bags. Suon. he knew, the word would pass like 
wildfire inlo the surrounding country, to the 
hills where the killers waited just a chance. 

As the days pass^ed, Jed watched his son 
get more and more nervous. Every day. during 
banking Iiuurs. they lay concealed across the 
street irom the bank, heavily armed, waiting 
for the men that never came. 

"If the Maxwells are coming," Larry com- 
plained, "I wish they'd come ahead. Gets a 
man's nerve tight as rawhide, this waiting. 
Been ten days now and not a sight of 'em." 

"Maybe they won't ever come," Jed told 
him. "Maybe they smelled trap and lit out 
for other parts. They're smart hombres, from 
what I hear." As he spoke he saw his son's 
face light up. and new bitterness crawled in 
him. He's hoping I'm right, Jed thought. He's 
hoping he don't have to face gunfire ever ! Sud- 
denly tenderness and sorrow swept away his 
anger. His boy was in trouble, sure enough. 
You couldn't dodge gunfights forever, not in 
this, country, and a coward never won a fair 
fight. If Larry didn't learn pretty soon, didn't 
conquer his fear, he would be easy prey for 
any third rate gunman that happened along 
and forced him to fight. 

When the Maxwell gang struck, they al- 
most out-figured old Jed, Instead of swooping 
in during the day, to make a quick haul amid 
a spatter of shots, and a fast getaway, they 
came in the middle of the night. 

Jed was drowzing in the office wheii he 
heard the shots. From across the room Larry 
roused and looked at his Dad in surlden .ilarm. 
■'What's tliat ?" he cried. "Sounded like it 
came from down by the bank." 

The old man was already out of the office, 
in his shirt 'sleeves, running with the Colt 
ready in his hand. He hugged tin; ragged 
shadows of stort fronts, keeping under cover, 
and peered down the moon-bright street. 
Horses stood before the door of the bank, 
moving uneasily, nuzzling the still figure that 
lay stretched nearby. Jed saw it was old man 
Fellowes, the cashier who had been working 
late. Dead. Then the door of the bank swung 
back and there was a spate of hurrying fig- 
ures, made dark and sinister by the bright 
moon. Masks, black as the shadows, covered 
rns laces of the men. They ran for the horses 
carrying small canvas bags, and as they ran 
Jed heard on man give a brutal latigh. 

Jed fired. His lead took the foremost runner 
in his stride, doubled him over, sent him slid- 
ing on his face in the dust. The bag he held 
broke and gold gleamed mellow in the moon- 
light. Still another man tried for his horse, 
and. Jed's slug broke his arm. There was 



shouting and curses as the men realized they 
could not mount and escape until the deadly 
gun in the shadows was silenced. Lead began 
to come Jed's way, singing past his ears, 
pocking the horse trough behind which he 
now lay. A stream of water gurgled and fell 
to the dust before him. 

Jed was firing under the trough now, sweep- 
ing the shadows in the bank facade with the 
searching, probing, biting slugs from his old 
Colt. He had them, he knew, but he couldn't 
hold them forever. One of them would flank 
him soon, or a lucky shot would get him. 
Where was Larry? If the boy was there they 
would have a real chance. They could do the 
flanking, Jed holding the bandits down while 
Larry took them from another direction. Even 
with the thought a bullet flicked past his arm, 
taking cloth and a little skin with it. The 
pain of the bullet was nothing; the pain of 
Larry's not being there to help his Dad was 
unbearable. Sick despair rose in him and, for 
a moment, he did not care that the bandits 
were running, closing in. trying to circle 
around to get him. Larry . . . 

Then, out of the corner of his eye. Jed saw 
his son. Saw him back there, skulking in the 
shadows, his gun yet unheated. He was watch- 
ing his father fight, maybe die. He was so 
afraid, so bound up with fear and trembling! 
Jed felt sorrow for his son even in that des- 
perate moment. And then he acted — he gam- 
bled everything to break the iron grip of 
cowardice. 

Jed rolled over into the moonlight. He 
cUiiched his stomach and moaned: "They got 
me, Larry! G-got me! Please, son! D-don't let 
them get away with it !" And he waited, listen- 
ing. There was" a moment of deadly quiet. 
Then new gunfire began to blast the shadows 
apart as Larry, his young face while and set. 
ready for action, came out of the darkntss 
and began to walk toward the door ')! ihe 
bank. The gims in his hands were speaking 
ill a deadly rhyihiu. As lie passed the spot 
where led lay the old man heard his son say. 
"It's all right. Dad. I'll get 'em for you!" And 
Jed rolled, was on his feet, and across the 
street and into the tight. 

HEN ihe dying was over and the Max- 
well boys quit, and while Jed and his 
son were having their wounds treated, there 
was a tnoment of awkward silence. Larry 
looked curiously at his Dad. "■! sure thought 
you were killed'. Dad. The way you sounded." 

Jed grinned back at him. "Reckon maybe I 
did, Larry. A fellow does and says funny 
things when lead bites him. Why. I didn't 
get anything but a scratch." As though any- 
thing, he thought, could hurt a man who has 
just found his son again. And this time for 
keeps. 
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